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spasmodically and quickly. The old woman took one glance
at her and then, with a resolute air, marched into tht
kitchen. After a struggle she managed to arouse Pantaleimon
and said:
" Natalia's ill   ... She's very bad, she may be dying.
. . . Harness up horses at once and drive to Vieshenska fofc
the doctor."
" A devilish fine thing ! What's happened to her ? What's
she ill with ? She'd do better not to go roving at night. . . ."
The old woman briefly explained what had happened.
Pantaleimon jumped out of bed in a frenzy and, buttoning
up his trousers as he went, strode towards the best room,
tc Ah, you filthy bitch ! Ah, you daughter of a bitch!
What have you been up to, eh ? Necessity forced her to it!
Well, I'll teach her. . . ."
" Are you mad, damn you ? Where are you going ? Don't
go in there, she doesn't want you. . . . You'll wake the
children up. Go out to the yard and harness the horses
quickly ! " Ilinichna tried to stop the old man. But, paying
no attention to her, he went to the door of the best room
and kicked it open.
" You've done a fine thing, you daughter of the devil! "
he roared, halting on the threshold.
" You mustn't! Father, don't come in, for Christ's sake
don't come in 1 " Natalia screamed piercingly. She had
taken off her shift, and she pressed it to her breast.
Swearing violently, Pantaleimon looked for his coat, his
cap, the harness.   He was so long over it that Dunia could
not control herself.   She burst into the kitchen and fell OIL,
her father, while the tears started to her eyes :                 * -
" Drive off at once I What are you rummaging about like
a beetle in dung for ? NataJia's dying, and he takes a whole
hour to get ready ! And he calls himself a father ! If you
don't want to go, why don't you say so ? I'll harness up
the horse myself and drive to Vieshenska."
" You're daft!  What have you snapped your chain for ?
Who's going to take orders from you, you sticky scab ?
Here's another of them shouting at her father, the filth! "
Pantaleimon threw his coat edges together defiantly and,,
muttering curses under his breath, went out into the yard.
After his departure everybody in the house felt less
constrained, Daria washed the floor, ruthlessly shifting